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"Hm-m. That's what they said. Well, good-bye. Keep
yourselves in hand."
The mother smiled quietly. She was glad they said such
things of her.
"You'll land in jail yet, mother," said Pavel with a
laugh.
The sun kept climbing higher, pouring its warmth into
the crisp freshness of the spring day. The movement of
the clouds slowed down and their shadows grew lighter
and more transparent. They slid gently over the street
and the housetops, shading the people and cleansing the
settlement, wiping the dust and dirt off the houses, the
boredom off the faces of the people. Everything looked
more cheerful. The sound of voices increased until it
drowned out the distant hum of machines.
Once more words came flying and crawling to the
mother's ears from windows and courtyards—words that
were vicious and alarming, thoughtful and cheering. But
now she was eager to contradict, explain, express her
gratitude—to take an active part in the strangely varie-
gated life of that day.
A crowd of some hundred people had gathered in a
narrow by-street, and from the midst of them came the
voice of Vesovshchikov.
"They squeeze the blood out of us like the juice out
of a cranberry." His clumsy words fell heavily on the
heads of the people.
"Don't they just!" boomed several voices at once.
"The boy's making an effort," said the khokhol. "Think
I'll go and help him."
And before Pavel had a chance to stop him he had
twisted his long, supple body into the crowd like a screw
into a cork.
"Comrades!" he cried in his rich voice. "They say that
different peoples inhabit the earth—Jews and Germans,
Englishmen and Tatars. But I don't believe it. There are
only two peoples—two incompatible peoples—the rich and
the poor. People dress differently and talk differently, but

